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Judy  B elf i old 

GReUNDWORK 

We  do  not  "build  walla  together 

admiring  each  other's  skill 

as  we  work 

but  put  up  stones 

alone  * 
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John  Bertoletti 


GIMME  A  BREAK 


Donna  Shibovioh 

NOTHING  IS  LU(MDHTS) 

Nothing  is  lu- 
(minus) — 
without  love. 
We  must  anal- 
eyes 

the  iss- 
(you) 
and  me. 
to  find 
the  tr- 
( youth) 
in  us. 

v  v  **■  v  V  v  Y..V, 

Jady  Lake 


KEEP  IT  SIMPLE 

Simple  is  easy. 
Simple  is  best. 
All  those  big  words 
Put  my  brain  to  a  test! 

When  talking  to  people 
Or  writing  a  letter, 
Keep  it  simple 
'Cause  simple  is  better! 

So,  I'm  following  my  own 
Simple  words  of  advice 5 
My  poem  is  simple, 
Simple  is  nice! 


I'm  getting  so  sick  of  it  all 
that  if  I  hear  any  more 
about  him,  they'll  be  calling 
me  the  "Thriller  Killer." 
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Ban  Bruszkowski 

HUNTING  SATAN  ON  SUBHHBAN  SIBESTBEET 

A  simple  prognosis 

For  those  who  have  noticed 

The  reasons  that  ;*e  are  alive, 

Browning  in  glojm 

Swallowed  too  soon 

Backward  and  forw^d  through  time 

Expanding  resistance 
Contracting  persistance 
Sketching  a  path  through  the  land, 
Tumultous  wars 
Free  souls  by  the  scores 
Walking  with  Death  by  her  hand 

Thunder  and  lightning 

Religious  enlightening 

Wizards  of  thought  are  musicians, 

Mass  contradiction 

Pact  or  true  fiction 

Leading  the  scale  of  precision 

xxxxxxx* 
Judy  Belfield 

MY  GOD 

My  God  wears  yellow  patent  leather  shoes 

and  taps  his  toes 

when  Scott  Joplin  ragtime 

tickles  his  feet. 

He's  got  a  tooth  missing 

and  hisses  his  s's 

when  he  sings  along  with  Mitch. 

My  God  eats  potato  chips  in  bed 

drinks  Kool-Aid 

and  watches  "Sesame  Street"  faithfully. 

Afternoons,  he  picks  dandelions 

plays  leapfrog  with  grasshoppers 

and  races  bees  to  the  clover. 

My  God  is  simple, 

laughs  a  lot, 

and  winks  at  our  wisdom. 
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Dan  Druszkowski 


Dan  TtoiS'ZkcwBki 


FEAR  ENGULFS  US  EVERYDAY 


HOT  OP  THIS  WORLD 

The  village  of  Phu' Phong  Vietman  was 
in  a  relaxed  contented  mood  this  morning. 
Another  night  »f  fighting,  or  "BacBac," 
as  the  Vietnamese  call  it,  had  taken  place 
during  the  night.  This  was  nothing  new 
and  would  probably  occur  again  tonight. 
The  jungle-shrouded  mountains  to  the  east 
cf  Phu'  Phong  were  swarming  with  Viet  Cong 
soldiers.  An  intense  battle  was  imminent. 

Larry  Thornton  had  just  got  here  on 
this  day  from  his  base  in  Okinawa,  Japan. 
Pressure  at  home  tricked  him  into  a  war  he 
was  unsure  about.  He  held  his  brightly- 
polished  M-16  \d.th  pride  as  he  strolled  ' 
into  camp.  His  short  stature  and  deter- 
mined look  he  wore  upon  his  face  made  him 
a  comical  image  to  behold. 

That  look  of  determination  disappeared 
quiokly  when  he  paw  the  bloodied  bodies  of 
two  Vietnamese  women  laying  in  the  grass. 
Being  his  inquisitive  self,  he  confronted 
a  soldier  nearby. 

"What  happened  to  those  two  women?" 
he  asked. 

"Oh  man,  it  was  great,"  the  soldier 
replied,  "Lacey  got  'em  both  with  one 
frag, " 

"Frag?" 

"Ya  know,  man,  a  grenade."   He  made 
the  motion  of  one  being  thrown  and  the 
sound  of  it  exploding.  Than  he  fell  to  the 
ground  as  if  he  was  injured. 

"He  can't  do  that!"  Thornton  yelled. 

The  soldier  looked  up.   "Yes,  he 
can.  And  he  did.  It  was  great!"  He 
pointed  toward  the  two  women.  "Them 
Mama-sans  had  it  comin  »." 

"Who  and  whtere's  the  platoon  sergeant?" 
Thornton  demanded. 

The  soldier  looked  at  Thornton.  "Pla- 
toon sergeant?"  He  scratched  his  head. 
"Oh,  you  must  moan  the  Big  Papa  Sierra. 
We  oall  him  the  Savior.  He's  countin' 
bodies  out  at  the  left  of  the  perimeter." 

Thornton  marched  across  the  village 
and.  after  asking  a  few  people,  he  found 
the  Savior   The  Savior  was  a  huge  man 
with  a  sardonic  look  to  his  face.  He  went 
through  the  routine  of  introductions  with 
Thornton  in  annoyance. 

"V/hat1  s  your  name?"  he  asked. 

"Thornton,  sir." 

"I'm  nobody's  sir,"  he  snarled.  "Call 
me  Savior." 

"Ypa^Sir  .  .  .avior." 

Thornton  went  on.  "Did  you  see  what 
Lacey  .  ,  ." 

The  Savior  broke  in,  "Great  guy!" 
.  "Yes,  but  he  Jkilled  two  village 
woment  with  a  grenade  last  night,  and 
everyone  seems  to  be  proud  of  him." 

'"So?" 

"So?  What,  are  you  crazy  too?*- Every- 
one here  is  crazy  just  like  they  say  back 
home,  in  th&  states.,  yjyuJjas  <:all-cxE£*Sy.Ts' 


Fear  engulfs  us  everyday  by  the  power 

of  aggressors 

The  path  is  blurred  by  minds  obscured 

By  demons  and  possessors 

To  light  our  way  we  torch  the  sky  and 

mixup  bur  emotions 

We  forge  on  through^  v/ith  faith  so  true 

An  spill  our  deadly  potions 

Swords  of  fire  spread  fear  and  death 

and  burn  up  all  pro- 
duction 

This  hateful  sin  has  always  been 

An  explosion  of  reduction 

It's  time  to  challenge  all  the  facts 

and  start  the  revo- 
lution 

The  road  is  hard  but  not  too  far 

It  holds  the  one  solution 

The  spirits  rest  deep  in  ground  they 

want  a  new  empire 

The  loaded  gun  has  just  bc?gun 

To  capture  all  the  liars 

We  seek  the  end  to  hear  the  word  and 

break  out  of  the 
bondage 

Fall  to,  »ur  knees  scream  out  our  pleas 

It's  die.  or  show  them  homage. 

The  Savior  looked  at  Thornton,  then 
spoke  in  a  tempered  voice.  "Back  home 
in  the  world  is  everyone  sane?  Ho! 
That's  v/here  the  crazies  are.  Hot  here!" 
He  started  walking.  "Follow  me."  - 

They  crossed  the  village  to  the 
place  the  two  women  were.  The  Savior 
picked  up  the  dismembered  arm  of  one  of 
the  bodies  as  Thornton  watched  reluctant- 
ly. Then  he  dropped  the  arm,  and  pulled 
back  the  lips  on  both  bodies  to  expose 
the  teeth.  ~He  looked  at  Thornton.  "La- 
cey did  good." 

Thornton  was  in  shock.  "What?" 

"Look,  man,  no  callouses  on  the 
fingers,  and  tooth  that  haven't  rotted. 
That's  v/hat  villagers  have,  man.  These 
two  are,  or  were,  nurses  from  the  North 
Vietnamese  army  disguised  as  villagers 
to  fool  the  likes  of  you!" 

Thornton  persisted.  "It's  not  righJ 
How  can  you   justify  the  killings  of  in- 
nocent people?" 

"For  Christ's  sake!"  the  Savior 
shouted.  "Everything  is  justified  in 
a  war  and  nobody  is  innocent.  Remember 
that." 

The  Savior  lit  up  a  cigarette  and 
continued.  "If  yer  'fraid  to  destroy 
you'll  be  yer  own  destroyer."  He  pulled 
out  a  pocket  camera  and  gave  it  to  Thorn- 
ton. "Eh,  Thorny,  take  a  picture  of  me 
and  the  V..C.  I  killed  last  night." 

The  Savior  put  the  cigarette  in  the 
mouth  of  one  of  the  women  and*  put  his 
arm  aromid  the  other.   "I  gotta  send 
&   pdctime <home_  to-  tqy folks,  Mr,  and  Mrs. 

(continued) 
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Oat  «f  This  World,  continued 

Lacey. " 

When  the  evening  dark  closed  in,  the 
Savior  led  a  crew  out  on  a  listening  post. 
They  were  to  look  for  signs  of  enemy  move- 
ment to  warn  the  troops  back  at  camp.  Thorn- the  foreboding  silence. 


After  running  for  a  while,  he  dove 
into  a  ditch.  He  laid  there  for  hours 
in  the  stagnant  water  peering  at  the 
blanket  of  darkness  before  him.  He  held 
a  tight  grip  on  his  gun  and  listened  to 


ton  was  taken  along  for  his  first  taste  of 
the  Vietman  Var. 

"Row,  there's  only  six  of  us,  Thorny," 
the  Savior  said.  "So,  if  something  moves, 
don't  shoot!  We  arent'  here  to  fight,  but 
to  check  enemy  movement." 

"Ho  problem,  sir,"  Thornton  replied. 

"There  he  goes  again  with  the  formal- 
ities." 

They  had  traveled  two  miles  from  camp, 
and  about  a  half-mile  into  the  jungle  when 


He  noticed  someone  lying  next  to 
him.  The  person  was  dressed  as  a  vil- 
lager. * 

"Eh,  you  V.  C?"  He  poked  the 
barrel  of  iiis  gun  a$  the  stranger.  "Ho! 
Ho!  You're  not  a  villager,  you  Y.  "c.!« 
I  know.  I'm  not  one  to  be  fooled!" 

Ho  pulled  the  gun  away.   "You  can't 
fool  me.  You're  V.  C.  You  killed  my 
friends,  so  now  I'll  kill  you!" 

He  took  out  his  dagger  and  stabbed 


Thornton  began  mumbling.  Unseen  fears  began  the  killer  while  whistling  "Yankee  Doodl 


to  haunt  him  as  the  jungle  closed  in 
tighter.  The  others  had  to  reassure  him. 

"Man,  be  coo.  This  is  a  skate,  we  do 
it  all  the  time.  Don't  go  Dinky  DaiAjn  us, 
it's  .  .  ." 

The  Savior  broke  in.  "Whoa,  everyone 
lay  chilly!"  he  yelled  in  hushed  whisper. 

Everyone  froze  and  took  cover. 

"What's  up?" 

"Listen." 

Vietnamese  voices  could  be  heard  in 
the  near  distance,  and  they  were  getting 
louder.  They'd  be  caught  if  they  tried  to 
retreat  and  were  too  close  to  radio  for  as- 
sistance. The  Savior  spoke  under  Ms 
breath  to  the  others. 

"When  and  if  they  pass,  we'll  sky  out2 


Dandy."  Then  the  victim  fell  silent. 

Daylight  came  and  the  Savior  and  hi 
men  were  out  picking  up  bodies. 

"Oh  God,"  moaned  one  of  the  men. 
"It's  Thorny." 

The  Savior  ran  over  and  looked  into 
the  ditch.  "Poor  guy.  Poor  guy.  Must1 
been  stabbed  'bout  fifty  times.  I  didn' 
think  any  Gooks  got  through  this  close 
to  the  camp." 


^-Vietnamese  for  "crazy" 

2To  flee 

"Tlurry 


He  looked  at 
relax." 

He  pulled  out  a 
The  whole  area 


east  most  ricky-tick3." 
Thornton.  "Eh,  Thorny, 

Thornton  couldn't, 
cigarette  to  calm  down, 
lit  up  with  the  flame. 

"You  damn  fool!" 

The  area  was  showered  with  g-mfire. 
Everyone  dove  for  cover  except  those  who 
didn't  have  a  chance  to  move.  Thornton  ran 
off  screaming  into  the  forest.  Soon,  he  was 
lost. 

■XXXXXX-K-X- 


Dale  Inman 


THE  DAY  THEY  CAME  FOR  ME 


The  day  they  came  for  me  had  begun  as 
an  exceptionally  fine  one.  The  sunlight 
had  that  crystalline  quality  that  comes 
only  late  in  the  year.  The  sky  was  an 
ordered  vault  of  intense  blue  broken  only 
Tny  the  lazy  circles  of  the  hawks.   Red 
squirrels  and  bluejay  argued  shrilly  over 
nuts  and  fruit  while  rabbits  fed,  keeping 
a  wary  eye  on  the  hawks.  Deep  water  welled 
from  the  earth  and  overflowed  the  pond,  set 
in  the  midst  of  the  clearing.  Speckled  fish 
swam  lazily  in  the  sunlight-dappled  water. 
It  was  a  good  day  to  be  stretched  between 
earth  and  sky  and  at  peace  with  the  world. 

From  my  height  they  wrx-e  visible  a  long 
way  off.   The  sunlight  flashed  from  their 
spear— points  ajid  dust  rose  in  their  wake, 
»h  they  vended  t.Tmi-r  v*v  Aorcueta   the  plain. 


Almost  it  was  as  if  a  giant  serpent  ap- 
proached. Rumor  of  their  corning  spread 
like  wildfire  before  them.  All  in 
their  path  was  consumed  with  fear.  Sol- 
diers of  the  Rebellion!  Pierce  men  in 
bronze  armor  that  bore  before  them  a 
totem  in  the  form  of  an  eagle  with  out- 
stretched wings.  Why  are  they  here?  Wh 
has  happened?  Are  the  whispers  that  I 
have  heard  true?  The  King   has  sent 
forth  his  own  son  and  now  the  enemy 
plans  to  defeat  him  in  one  bold  move. 
It  is  hard  to  believe.  This  war  has  bee: 
a  way  of  life  since  before  I  cxisteJ.. 
Never  did  I  think  it  would  come  to  this 
remote  place.   They  approach.   They  entc 
my  clearing.   The  leader  stands  apart 
wet»Ti-VS   a  KLood  .r<Vl  cloak.  His  finger 

(continued) 
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The  Day  They  Came  For  Me,  continued 


points  to  me.  Two  men  come  forth  from  the 
ranks.  In  their  hands  are  long  axes  with 
cruelly  sharp  edges.  The  axes  rise  and 
fall.  Why  me?  Why  me?  Th€;.f  carry  me 
away  from  the  clearing  that  T  have  pro- 
tected for  so  long.  Down  we  go  into  the 
city  on  the  plain.  There  has  "been  a 
great  battle  between  the  King  and  his 
enemy.  And  the  King  has  lost.  The  King's 
own  son  is  a  prisoner.  His  followers  are 
scattered  and  fearful.  The  city  and  its 
people  follow  a  path  not  of  its  own  choos- 
ing, but  which  it  can  neither  halt  or 
change.  All  wonder  what  will  happen  now. 
They  take  me  to  a  square  on  the  far 
ride  of  the  city.  Men  with  axes  hew  me 
again.  I  am  shaped  into  an  object  of  hor- 
ror. This  cannot  be.  Down  the  steps  of  the 
palace  comes  a  man  barely  recognizable  as 
a  man.  His  bad;  is  tattered  flesh,  barely 
covering  the  bone.  His  beard  has  been  torn 
out.  On  his  forehead  rests  a  crown  of 
thorns.  Warriors  raise  me  to  his  shoulders 
and  command  liim  to  walk.  He  takes  a  falter- 
ing step.  Then  another.  And  another.  The 
long  journey  to  the  hill .  ia  begun.  Forgive 


me.  Forgive  me.  But  he  does  not  hear. 
Not  yet. 

Crowds  line  the  street.  Some  cheer 
and  clap.  Some  are  silent.  Some  turn 
away.  It  takes  a  long  time  to  reach  the 
hill,  but  we  finally  arrive.  Once  again. 
I  stand  stretched  between  earth  and  sky. 
I  am  not  alone  though.  I  am  surrounded 
and  embraced.  The  Son  ealls  out  to  the 
Father.  The  th  ef  calls  out  to  the  Son. 
I  groan  beneath  my  burden  and  rail 
against  my  fate.  His  life  drains  out 
upon  me  and  I  am  stained  forever. 

The  enemy  has  won  and  earth  woepc. 
Guilt  weighs  heavily  on  me  as  they  take 
Mm  down  and  away.  I  am  defeated.  And 
yet — mixed  with  the  despair  are  the  be- 
ginnings of  a  new  hope.  Why?  Is  there 
a  truth  yet  to  be  learned?  Again  the 
rumors  start  to  fly.  It  was  not  the 
King,  but  the  enemy  who  was  defeated. 
The  Son  is  not  dead.  The  gates  of  the 
enemy's  stronghold  shattered  before  the 
scars  in  his  upraised  hands.  Son's 
blood  does  not  stain,  but  instead, 
cleanses.  In  weakness  there  is  strength. 
In  defeat  there  is  victory.  Hard  les- 
sons but  true  ones,  the  learning  of  whicl' 
has  just  begun. 


Tsr"K  rt  H  rC  A  A rfv 


Lisa  Franceschini 

WHEN  WILL  I  EVER  LEARN? 

When  will  I  ever  learn? 

When  will  I  ever  know? 

Who  I  am, 

Where  I'll  go 

I  know  not  of  the  future, 

I  know  only  of  the  past. 

The  present  is  ever  mellow  .  .  . 

and  quickly  it  does  pass. 

Today  is  yesterday ; 

comes  forth  a  new  tomorrow, 

Who  am  I  is  not  a  question, 

that  can  be  answered  in  just  one  way- 

for  we  change  as  often, 

as  tomorrow  turns  into  today. 

K-3BHBHHH& 


Donna  Shiboyich 

DIAGNOSIS 

I  am  in  a  rage 
Goodbye  world! 
See  you  again  some  day 
Forget  my  name,  my  age- 
Psychosis. 
Walk  the  street 
stare  at  my  feet 
Miss  a  crack  and  cry — 
Neurosis. 
Oh,  me!  Oh,  my! 
Not  a  tiling  goes  by 
without  a  plot  against  me— 
Paranoid. 
The  voices  call 
get  against  the  wall 
motionless 

confused  in  a  plastic  world- 
Schizophrenic  . 
Up,  up  high 

Shake  hands  with  the  sky 
(a  passing  time) 
down,  down  low 
hello  to  luring  death — 
Manic-depressive . 
Slit  the  wrists 
pop  the  pills — 
Suicidal. 

Time  to  fight  back 
whack  an  EN — 
Homicidal. 
Hide  all  of  this 
and  fake  it — 
Normal . 


-h- 
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Judy  Belfield 


POWERLESS 

I  try  to  say  the  day, 

to  give  you 

the  delicious  cool  I  feel 

but  cannot  touch — 

silent  breezes  singing  a  melody 

across  the  long  horizon — 

I  cannot  remember 

the  notes  or  their  order. 

With  pen  raised 

I  an  a  noisy  machine 

in  a  green  forest 

drowning  out 

the  soft  landing  of  birds'  feet 

on  a  cottonwood  branch. 

I  cannot  say  the  day 

that  you  would  know 

this  caress  of  Tuesday  fingers, 

this  serenade  of  air  and  me. 

Dan  Lruszkowski 

LET  TEE  GAMES  BEGIN 

The  Gods  upon  melodie  rise 
Show  no  mercy,  nor  compromise, 
Blasphemers  meet  fate  this  night 
In  the  conquests  of  old  regards 

They've  hilled  the  moon  for  lesser  things 
bo  cold  with  terror,  their  voices  ring, 
With  them  all  the  dead  will  sing 
In  the  past  tense,  of  loosing  cards 


Donna  Shibovich 

CRISPY  FEIED,  THE  HALF  CRACEED  BRAIxj 

Crispy  fried,  the  half  cracked  brain 

of  a  searcher  gone  insane 

Alone  and  laying,  desolation 

Digging  deep  to  find  the  reason 

to  go  on  living. 

A  death  trap  swings 

like  a  pendulum 

over  around  .distorted  tilings 

eating  up  my  brain. 

Sickman's  silver  suicides 

dazzle  in  the  dark 

lonely,  lonely  scream  my  soul 

Air  space  and  blood  stains 

I  leave  my  mark 

A  tear  streak  on  broken  glass.. 

7no\ /on  cw 


Kelly  Derr 


LIFE 


Life  is  a  game. 


Sometimes  we  land  on  roll  again. 
Sometimes  we  lose  a  turn. 
Sometimes  we  win. 
Sometimes  we  lose. 

There  are  people  who  always  seem  to  win, 
«nd  there  are  those  who  always  seem  to 

lose. 
Then  there  are  those  people  who  antici- 
pate a  loss  and  lcro 
before  they  can  win. 


In  joy  they'll  pay  a  .scalper's  price 
With  stem  convictions,  so  precise 
They  live  to  bruise  and  batter  and  fight 
In  the  contest  for  time's  backyard. 

Judy  Belfield 

BASICS 

I  keep  thinking 

the  concept  of  All 

and  man's  entanglement  with  Nature 

superceds  the  need 

to  pen  remarks  of  love. 

Who  really  cares 

that  this  man  pines 

ior  that  woman 

or  this  woman  counts  shadows 

til  that  man  returns 

when  there  are  Oversouls 

and  stars  to  contemplate? 

I  keep  thinking 

that  relationships  between  two 

are  unimportant 

compared  to  unions 

with  Enlightenment; 

ttiat   the  seduction  of  Truth 


A  person  may  be  thought  of  as  a  player. 
And  people  may  be  thought  of  as  tokens. 

The  game  may  be  played  foolishly. 

It  may  be  played  conservatively. 

It  may  be  fun. 

It  may  be    .boring. 

Tli 

The  game  depends  on  you  and  you  alone. 

KXXXXfriHf 


is  the  only  priority 
that  counts  .  .  . 

And  sometimes  at  night 
I  remember  whispers 
and  the  feel  of  skin. 

*HBHHBBH* 
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Peggy  Sullivan 


TOO  MJCH,  TOO  SOON 


Screenplay  by  Peggy  Lorrainne  Sullivan 
William  Smith  Jr. ,  Director 
William  Smith,  Sr. ,  Producer 

CAST 
(in  order  of  appearance) 


• 


Orapadeeny  Smith  Jones 

Glenskelevensky  Jones 

Brenda 

Melly 

Kelly 

Ambulance  Men 


Diana  Ross 
Michael  Jackson 
Billy  Jean 
Nell  Carter 
Jennifer  Holiday 
David  Hasselhoff 

and 
Tom  Selleck 


CREDITS 


Make-up  ■ 
Sound 
Camera 
Casting- 
Editor 

Special  Effects 
Costuming 
Hair  Design 
Art  Scenic  Design 


Sarah  Jones 
Sheila  Stone 
Jason  Moffett 
Peggy  Sullivan 
Billy  Dee  Williams 
Michael  Jackson 
Opal  Gardner 
Patti  Smith 
Tommy  Thomas 


Scene  Breakdown 
Scene  #1 

Location?  Studio  apartnent 
Props:  double  sofa  bed,  small  round 
table,  two  kitchen  chairs, 
a  19"  black  and  white  tele- 
vision set  sitting  on  a  tel- 
evision stand,  stove,  refri- 
gerator, bathroom. 
Characters: 

Orapadenny  (Ora)  Smith  Jones- 
35-year-old  temporarily  laid-off 
worker  at  Caterpillar  plant  in 
Joliet,  Illinois.  She's  been  mar- 
ried to  Glenskelevensky  Jones  about 
six  months. 

Glenskelevensky  (Glen)  Jones-25-yoar 
old  recently  married,  unemployed, 
vacationing  college  student  at  Joliet 
Junior  College. 
-, 
Dress:  Orapadenny  and  Glenskelevcnsky- 

jeans  and, T-shirt  that  says  "Married 
life  Afl  Marvelous" . 


Stokes  Production 

Copjrright  XXX 

All  rights  reserved 


Opening  of  Scene:  Tilt  following  voices, 
stop  at  kitchen  table  where  Ora  and 
Glen  quietly  talk.  R.A.S.of  Ora 
and  Glen  talking  quietly. 


• 


Guide  to  the  Reader  of  Film  Script 

The  following  terms  have  been  exerpted 
from  The  Book  of  Movie  Photography. 
Cheshire,  David,  Alfred  A.  Knopf,  New 
York,  1979. 

C.U.  Close-up-isolating  subject 

Crane  shot-moving  camera  up  and  down  to 

different  positions. 
Fade-in-opens  scene.  Fade-out  followed  by 

fade-in 5 transition  shot. 
L.  S.-Long  shot- establishes  overall  set- 
ting. 
Master shot- two  subjects  in  profile 
M.  C.  U. -medium  close-up 
M.  S. -Mid-shot-reveals  immediate  surround- 
ings . 
Paii-horizontal  rotation  of  camera  on  its 
vertical  axis.  Used  to  cover  wider 
scene,  a  movable  subject,  or  to  relate 
one  subject  to  another. 
R.  A.  S. -reverse  angle  shot- two  shot  with 
wide  angle;  on  subject  in  fore- 
ground, or  opposite. 
Subjective  shot-shot  in  which  ■ 

view  by  camera  is  view 
seen  by  character. 
Tilt-Pan  in  vertical  direction;  used  to 

establish  suspence  of  mystery 
Tracking  a  subject-move  camera  horizontal- 
ly across  floor  to 
change  perspective. 
Two-shot-two  subjects  in  shot 
Zoom-in-narrow  vision  and  concentration, 

forcing  attention  to  the  close-up. 
Zoora-out-succession  of  new  objects  appear 
as  revelation  creating  interest. 
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Zoom-in 
Close-up 


Close-up 

Zoom-in  on 
facial  ex- 
pressions 


Glen:  (Hesitantly)  Dear 

Cra:  Yes 

Glen:  (Stuttering)  Well,  I 

want  to  suggest  something, 

but  I  don' t  want  you  to  get 

offended  and  take  it  the  > * 

wrong  way.  I  think  you 

(Ora  cuts  Glen  off) 

Ora:  (Curiously)  You  think 

I  should  what? 

SI en:  (Fidgeting)  I  think 

you  should,  should  (lovers 

voice)  lose  some  weight. 

Ora:  (Gritting  teeth,  trying 

to  stay  palm)  Well,  dear,  I 

know  I'm  a  little  overweight 

Glen:  (Cuts  ©ra  off)  You're 

a  lot  overweight! 

Ora:  (Sadly)  I  know,  I  know 

I  am,  Baby,  and  I'm  trying 

to  lose  weight.  I  really 

am  (Sniffle),  but  it  isn't 

easy  you  know. 

Glen  is  feeling  guilty  now  and  tries  to 

cheer  Ora  ^P. 

Glen:  (Kindly)  I  know,  honey, 
but  you  can't  keep  expanding 
like  you  are  now.  We've 
only  been  married  six  months 
and  already  you've  gained 
one-hundred  pounds. 
Ora:  (Defenselvely)  Nov/, 
look,  I  know  I've  gotten 
slightly  bigger  since  we've 
But  that's  no 
me  feel  as  if 


■ 


. 


■ 


been  married. 
reason  to  make 


I'm  going  for  a  lead  role  as 
the  fat  lady  in  Barnum  and 
Bailey' 3  Circus. 
Pan  to  ©ra.   Ora  begins  to  cry.  Glen 
walks  over  to  her  and  wipes  the  tears 
away  with  his  fingers.  Glen  feels  guil- 
tv  and  wishes  he   veu!'.c!n ' t  have  .e'„  *;b 


Too  Much,  Too  Soan,  continued 


truth  about  ho\sr  he  feels  about  Ora's 

obesity. 

Mid-shot        Glen:  (Tenderly)  Baby,  I, 
I,  I,  really  didn't  noan 
to  hurt  your  feelings. 
I'll  sorry,  so  sorry, 
Baby. 

Ora:  (Stops  crying) 
That's  all  right,  and 
you  know  what? 
Glen:  What? 

Ora:  (Half  soiling)  I'm 
going  to  go  to  Chicago's 
Pat  Farm  and  stay  there 
however  long  it  takes  un- 
til I'm  down  to  130  pounds 


again.  That's  the  weight 
I  was  when  we  got  married. 
luA.S.  Glen:  (Smiling,  hugs  Ora, 

then  stops)  That's  my 
girl,  but  baby 
Ora:  (Skeptically)  What? 
Glen:  (Sincecely)  I  want 
you  to  know  something. 
Ora;  Yes! 
Close-up        Glen:  (Looking  into  her 

eyes)  I  love  you  now,  and 
I'll  always  love  you 
(Looks  her  over  smiling) 
Medium  Slose-    even  if  you  don't  lose  the 
up  weight. 

Ora:  (Looks  down  at 
floor)  Are  you  sure? 
Glen  puts  his  fingers  below  Ora's  chin, 
end  gently  lifts  her  chin  up,  so  their 
eyes  are  level. 

Glen:  (Softly)  Yes! 
Ora  and  Glen  hug,  then  separate  to  arms' 
length  of  each  other,  still  holding  hands. 
Glen  fully  turns  Ora  slowly  around,  giving 
her  a  once-cver'  look.  He  speaks  while 
kissing  and  holding  Ora. 

Master-shot      Glen:  Yes,  I'm  definitely 
sure  I'll  still  love  you, 
with  or  without  the 
weight. 
Glen  and  Ora  kiss  while  walking  slowly  to- 
ward the  double  sofa  bed. 
Dissolve 

Location:  Lobby  of  Chicago's  Pat  Parm 

Characters:  Glen,  Ora. 

Lress:  Glen  and  Ora  dress  pants  and  buta. 
ton-up  shirt3 

Master-shot      Glen:  (Sadly)  I  don't 

want  to  go,  Baby.  (Tear 3 
in  eyes)  You  know'  I  don't 
want  to  go,  don't  you, 
Baby? 

Ora: (Sadly)  Yes,   Baby, 
but  if  you  don't  go,    then 
I'll  never  have  the  cour- 
age to  loose  this  weight, 
so   that  when  you  return 
in  six  months,    I'll  be 
back  down  to  my  J>U-2ft-J>U 
ahape . 

Glen:  (Curiour.ly)How  do 
you  know  it'll  take  that 
long? 
Ora:  (Sniffle)   Well, 


Glen,  I  called  this  morn- 
ing while  you  were  in  the 
bathroom  to  see.  just  how 
long  I'll  have  to  be  away 
from  you  (Sniffle).  The 
receptionist  said  it'll  take 
me  no  longer  than  sir 
months.  I  have  to  allow 
time  for  my  body  to  adjust 
to  the  diet  and  exercise 
program. 

Mastershot   Glen:  (Tears  fall  from  his 

Close-Up     eyes)  Six  months. 

Ora:  (Tears  fall  from  her 
eyes)  Yes,  I  didn't  expect 
it  to  be  that  long  either. 
Baby,  I'm  sorry. 
Glen:  (Softly)  I  really  dont 
want  you  to  go,  Ora,  I'll 
miss  you  so  much.  (Tears 
fall  freely). 

Close-up     Ora  holds  Glen  and  pats  his 
back  as  he  cries  on  her 
shoulder.  Glen  separates 
from  Ora. 

Right  Angle  Glen:  (Still  crying)  Well, 

Shot        Baby,  (Wipes  tears  away) 
I'm  not  going  to  go. 

Ora  tries  not  to  cry,  and  she  speaks. 

Ora:  (Sniffle)  0.  K. ,  Glen. 
I'll  see  you  in  six  months. 

Subjective   The  distance  between  Glen 

shot        and  Ora  widens  as  they  talk. 

Longshot     Glen  reaches  exit  door, 

bloivs  Ora  a  kiss  and  gets 
on  the  train.  Ee  returns 
to  ah  empty. apartment  which 
will  remain  that  way  for 
about  six  lonely  months. 
Fade-in  Fade-out 

Location:  studio  apartment 

Characters:  Glen  and  Brenda  Butterbutte 

Dress:  Glen-robe,  jockey  shorts 

Brenda-a  ti^iit  zippered  jumpsuit 
that  shows  half  of  her 
38-D  size  breasts.  She 
wears  no  bra. 

Props:  Same  as  Scene  1 

Tilt        There  is  a  light  knock,  on 

the  door.  Glen  doesn't  move 
from  -under  the  covers,  hop- 
ing the  person  will  go  away, 

Medium  close  but  the  knock  proceeds. 

up,  crane    Glen  tosses  the  covers  off 

shot,  mid-   of  himself,  lifts  himself 

shot        out  of  bed.  He  grabs  his 
robe  off  of  the  end  of  the 
sofa  bed  and  puts  it  on 
while  he  walks  toward  the 

Tilt        door.  Glen  opens  the  door 
without  lookiig  through  the 
peephole  or  asking  who  it 
is  first,  and  lets  Brenda 


Butterbutte  in. 


LIGil  he 


closes  and  locks  the  door. 
Master-shoi:     Glen:     You'll  have  to   excuse 
the  way  this  r.oartmr     :  iookr, 
I  just  woke  up  and  h     .   i!i 

(continued) 
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Too  Much,  Too  Soon,  continued 


uxos-e-up 
Subjective 


Olose-up 

Master-fehot 
Glose-up 


Close-up 


Master-shot' 


had  a  chance  to  clean  it 
up  yet. 

Brenda  looks  the  place 
shot  over  and  Glen  licks  lips. 
Brenda:  Everything  looks 
fine  to  me,  and  I  do  mean 
everything.  (Clears  her 
throat)  I  was  wondering 
if  Ora  wants  to  celebrate 
our  being  friends  for 
seven  years. 

Glen:  I  knew  you  and  Ora 
knew  each  other  because 
you  were  maid-of-honor, 
and  your  husband  was  my 
best  man  at  our  wedding, 
although  I  really  didn't 
know  kin  at  all. 
Brenda:.  Yeah,  seveh  ' 
whole  years.  Yep,  by  the 
way,  where  is  Cra.  I 
know  I  should  have  called 
first.   (Looks  at  Glen 
and  gives  him  a  deviiish 
smile)  I  hope  I  didn't 
disturb  anything. 
Glen:  There's  nothing  to 
disturb.  Ora  isn't  here. 
Brenda:  (Laughing)  Well, 
I  thouhgt  I '  d  give  you 
two  about  five  and  a  half 
months  for  your  honeymoon, 
that's  why  I  haven't  been 
over.  Ora's  not  here? 
(Stops  laughing,  asks 
curiously)  Where  is  Ora? 
Glen:  ©ut  of  town.  She's 
talcing  care  of  a  personal 
problem. 

Brenda  gives  lxim  a  frown- 
ing, nasty  look  with  her 
face.  Glen  looks  at  her, 
then  realizing  what  he 
said,  he  re-phrased  it. 
Glen:  (Apologetically) 
No,  no,  it's  no  tiling 
sickling.  She's  not  hav- 
ing an  abortion  either,  if 
that's  what  you  were  think- 
ing. 

Brenda  takes  the  frown  off 
her  face  and  replaces  it 
with  a  quizzical  look. 
Brenda:  Well,  where  is 
she?  What  is  she  doing, 
and  when  will  she  be  back? 
Glen  takes  a  breath  and 
answers  at  one®. 
Glen:  Ora  is  in  Chicago. 
She's  there  to  lose  weight. 
She'll  be  hack  in  one  and 
a  half  weeks;  I'm  going  up 
there  to  pick  her  up. 
Brenda:  (Curiously)  Isn't 
that  your  anniversary? 
Glon:  (Smiles  happily) 
Yes.  We'll  be  married  for 
one  full  year. 


Subjective 

shot   •' 


Right  Angle 
shot 


Two-shot 
tracking 


Medium 
close-up 


Brenda:  (Smiles)  That's 
beautiful . 

For  the  first  time,  Glen 
really  looks  at  Brenda  in 
her  revealing  zipper od  jump- 
suit. He  begins  to  talk 
absentmindedly. 
Glen:  You're  very  beautiful. 
You  remind  me  a  lot  of  Ora. 
She's  beautiful  also. 
Glen  begins  to  cry  suddenly. 
Glen:  (Sniffle,  sob,,  sob)  I 
really  do  love  and  nis3  Ora. 
Brenda  feels  sorry  for  Glen 
who  is,  like  a  baby,  crying 
uncontrollably.  She  kisses 
his  scalp,  and  holds  him 
against  her  breast  to  com*= 
fort  Mia. 

She  walk3  Glen  over  to  the 
sofa  and  sits  down  with  him 
on  the  double  bed.  Glen  con- 
tinues to  cry  like  a  baby> 
so  Brenda  rocks  him  gently 
in  her  arms  and  innoc  ontly 
kisses  Ms  tears  away. 
Brenda,  who  always  though 
Glen  was  handsome,  took  ad- 
vantage of  his  vulnerable 
situation. 

She  kissed  some  of  Ms  tears 
away.  She  begins  to  tall:  to 
Glen,  wMle  looking  in  Ms 
eyes. 

Brenda:  How  are  you  feeling 
@len? 

Glen:  (SMfflo,  sniffle) 
Better  now.  Thank  you  ve:ry 
much  Brenda.  I'm  sorry 
though,  I  didn't  mean  to  cry 
like  that  in  front  of  you. 
Brenda  puts  two  fingers  over  Glen's 
lips. 

Brenda :  Shh- shh , i t ' s  oka - , 
Glen.  It's  okay. 
Brenda  takes  her  fingers  from  Glen ' s 
lips.  Glen  looks  at  Brenda  bewilder- 
ed. 

Glen:  I  juBt  miss  Ora  so  S 
much,  Brenda.  I  reaZ.ly  do. 
I've  been  so  lonely  without 
her.  So,  so  lonely. 
Glen  begins  to  cry  again,  and 
although  Brenda  wipe^  Ms 
tears  amy,  he\  keeps  crying. 
Brenda  rocks  Glen  in  her 
arms,  but  that  didn't  work 
either,  so  she 
Zoom-out     strokes  Glen  gently  betweer. 
Ms  legs.  Glen  is  stunned 
and  begins  to  apeak  while 
moving  her  hand  away. 
Glen:  Brenda,  what  the  hell 
do  you  think  you're  dca::ig? 
Brenda  cuts  Glen  off. 

Brenda:  (Teasingly)  I'm 
stopping  you  from  crying, 
Glen. 


Two- shot 

mid-shot 


Pan 


(  continued) 
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Too  EuriL.  Too 


be,:....   coi/cr  ii. 


Crane  shot 

Zooro-out 

Lonjshot 
Kcdiun 

cloGO-tip 

C lose-up 


Lciij-shot 

two-Shot 

Zoon— in 


Glen  s  tends  up  and  heads 
toward  the  rofreijerator. 
Glen:     I  need  a  stiff 
driijfc* 

Glen  lias  Iiio  back  to  Brcn- 
da  while  roacliiio;  for  a 
drink.     Brenda  takes  off 
all  her  clothes,   detcr- 
to  play  taj  with  Glen. 
Glen  turns  around  and 
drops  the  can  of  unopened 
beer  fro:_:  his  hand-  an^- 
looks  at  Brenda  astonish- 
ed. 

Glen:     My  Gosh!     What's 
vrouj  with  you,  Brenda? 
Brenda  jrabs  Glen's  hand 
and  walks  "back  to  the 
sofa  bed  where  both  sit 
down  quietly. 
Brenda:      (Seriously) 


Glen  starts  tc  protest, 
but  Brenda  is  on  top  of  hinj  ho  is 
barely  able  to  speal:,  but  he  does, 
rijht  before  he  is  totally  seduced. 
Close-up  Glen:    (llalf-dreaiy)  I  know 

this  evei-iiij  it  will  just 
keeo  coni:   -  and  ocni:..  :  and 


to  lay 


What's  wron;  witlj 


I'll 


Gle:. 


Ciose-up 

Two- shot 
Close-up 


:.:e,  I  Gt 

Glen  bejins  holdii^ 


Mediim  Close 

U'O 


tell  you.  Mo  and  Bill  ar 
separated.  Wo  have  been 
for  the  last  five  and  a 
half  nenths.  Sj,  if  you're 
worlderinj  why  cone  I '  u 
flirtinj  with  you,  it's 
because  I'n  in  bad  need  of 
so:.:e 
cuts  her  off. 

Glen:  (Seriously)  Well, 
so  an  I,  but  you  don't  see 
no  throwinj  nysclf  at  you, 
Co   you? 

Brenda:  (Starts  to  cry) 
I  bet  is't  because  I'n  not 
attractive,  isn't  it?  Toll 
toko  it. 

.  Brenda 
in  hie  arus  to  stop  her 
fro:.;  cryin.;. 
Brenda;  (Still  cryin  J_ 
Cone  en,  I  Imow  it's  true. 
Glon  bejins  kiosin ;  Bren- 
da's  tears  away,  then 
pulls  her  close  so  he  can 
rock  her  in  his  arris  to 
stop  her  fron  oryii-j. 
Glen:  (Kindly)  So,  no. 
It's  not  true.  You're  a 
very  beautiful  wenan,  and 
it  has:.'  t  been  easy  for  .-:e 
to  fijht  teiipta  tion. 
Brenda  cuts  1j±:  off  by 
stroking  liiii  between  his 
lejs,  :J.bblinj  lijktly  on 
his  oar,  and  softly  stro- 
IdLi'Jo  Ids  back. 
Glo:.:  (Half-heartedly)  Co.  .o 


coninj,  so  I'm  join 
back  and  ei-jcy. 

Dissolve 


Locations  Studio  apartner.t 
Characters:  Brenda  and  Glen 
Dress:  Jeans,  short-sleeve  shirts 
Props:  Srne  as  Scene  1. 

Mid-sliot     There  is  a  knock  at  the 

door.  Glen  opens  door.  Ic 
is  Brenda.  She  enters  and 
stands  by  door.  Glen  closes 
.and- locks  door  and  stands 
by  d.or  also. 
Two-shot     Brenda:  I  really  can't  stay 
very  l;n.;.  I  have  soioeone 
outside  wait  in;  for  no  ii 
the  car. 

Glen:  (Curiously)  $ho? 
Brenda:  (Tryin_,  to  conceal 
happiness)  My  husband, 
Bill. 

Glen:  (Tryin. ;  to  concoal 
hurt)  Really? 
Bro:i^a:  Yos,  really. 
Glen:  How' 1  you  two  pitch 
ths  up? 

Brenda:  Bill  ca.e  ovur  abou't 
an  hour  a,.-,  and  told  ne  ho 
loved  ne  and  wanted  uc  to 
jet  back  together. 
Glen:  Well,  I'n  happy  for 
you  and  Bill. 

Brenda  returns  to  door. 

Brenda:   (Uneasily)  Veil, 
I  ioust  jo.  Bill  Is  writ  in;. 
Glen:  (Opens  door}.  Good- 
bye and  ,ood  luck. 

Brenda  walks  out  door,  turns  to  Glon 
Brenda:  (Sadly)  I  nailed  youi 
wife  a  letter  this  norr^iiij 
tellin ,  her  all  about  you  a..' 
ne. 

Fade-out 

Location:    Chicago  Fat  Fan. 

Characters:     Ora,  Melly-3f>-year~old  wonan 
at  Claicajo  Fai?  Far:-,  IVelly-I;.0-y ear- 
old  wonan  at  Chicajo  Fat  Farn,  Twc 
anbulance  Liep 
'rope:     Kitchen,   refrijerator  full  cf  foov 


on  now,   stop  that.     Stop 
that.      (Brenda  cuts  liiu 
off) 

Brenda:    (l'Easin  ;ly)  You 
k.ow  you  want  Lie,   so  c  ?:  jO 
on  and  lot  ...(    .aturo  take 
ito  course.     I    juaxantoo 
you  won't  bo  dinapp^intod. 


Mediu;:;  Ora  is  sittin  ;  -at  kitchen 

closo-up  table.     Mailnau  walks  ill  and 

hands  her  a  letter. 
Ora:     I  wonder  who  it's 
fro; :. 

She  opens    it  happily  and  bo- 
ll .o  to    read.    The  :;ore  she  ..  sado, 
the  Liore  Lor  faoial  exprossi  :..  be- 

((\r  tx\Mo.'.) 
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Too  Much,  Too  Soon,  cor.tiiiunr1 


couo  more  JLierce.  Sho 
finish   letter. 
Close-up     -   Ora:  (Bitterly)  Why  those 
no  good  (Iocs-     How  could 
they?  (Shakes  her  head) 
Brenda  and  Glen,  oh  ny 
gosh,  how  could  they? 
Ora  is  enotionally  uiihappy  and  has 
a  craving  for  food. 

Ora;  (Crying)  I'ts  a 
dann  shame.  Her  I  an 
Bach  to  ny  original 
3U— 28— 2l|.  shape,  waiting 
for  Glen  wo  we  can  spend 
the  rest  of  this  day,  our 
one-year  anniversary,  day 
together,  and  I  receive 
this  letter.   (Angrily) 
Well,   .  I  Know  how  to  fix 
Glen's  no-good  ass.  He 
didn't  like  it  when  I  got 
fat  before.  He's  going  to 
hate  it  even  more  now. 
Ora  runs  for  the  refriger- 
a  chair  and  opens  the  door 
as  wide  as  it  can  go  and  sets  the 
chair  '  directly  in  front  of  the  re- 
frigerator. She  then  grabs  food, 
food,  food,  any  food,  all  food.  She 
eats,  swallows,  eats,  eats,  eats. 

Ora;   I'll  show  that  no- 
good  bastard.  I  ...  I 
.  .  .  can't  .  .  .  can't 
b  .  .  er  .  .  breathe ! ! 
Ora  falls  out  of  her  chair  with  a  jug 
of  eggnog  in  one  hand  and  a  peanut 
butter  and  jelly  sandwich  in  the  other. 
Melly  and  llelly  walkL  into,  the .  kitchen 


J*ong-3hot 

at  or  witl 


and  see  Ora.  Melly  calls  the  ambu- 
lance while  Hfclly  unsuccessfully 
tries  to  .give  Ora  mouth-to-r.-uth 
resuscitation.  Melly  return:;  and, 
together,  they  wait  for  the  atifcu- 
lanco. 

Fade-out,  Eade-in 

Glon  and  the  ambulance  men  c  ?ive 
at  the   sane  tine,  about  five  Lii;  jtcs. 
Glen  doesn't  know  there's  soneth:L:g 
wrong  with  Ora,  so  he  pays  no  attention 
to  the  anbulancc  nen.  Glen  goes  to  Ora's 
roon.  The  nurse  tells  liin  Ora  is  in  the 
kitchen.  Glen  enters  kitchen  and  hoars 
talk. 

Anbulancc  nen;  (Sadly)  I'n  sorry. 

We  done  all  we  could  do,  but 
she's  dead. 
Melly  and  Holly  leave  roon  crying. 
Glen  enters  and  wall: s  over  to  an- 
bulance  nen. 

Glen;  (Sadly)  Is  that  true? 
She  can't  be  dead. 
Ambulance  Man:  Who  are  yoi1.? 
Glen;  (Crying)  I'n  her  hus- 
band. 

Anbulancc  Man:  (Softly)  Yes. 
We're  very  sorr,  but  die's 
dead. 
Glen  falls  to  the  floor  crying  so 
hard  that  he  couldn't  catch  his  breath s 
and  chokes  to  death  instantly. 


Anbulance  nan  to  other  anbu]  :cc 
nan:  Maybe  they  will  be  tc^-ther 

now. 
He  looks  up  at  ceiling,  then  to 
other  nan. 


Other  Anbulance  Man:  lean, 


(Short  pause)  maybe. 


\t   V  \*    V  V  \/    V  V 


Lauren  LeDuc 


BEAR  LAUREN;  ABVTCE  COLUMN 


Judy  Belfield 
SUPPLICANT 


Bear  Lauren:  _  .  ,     ,  .    .    , 

T„  .  .  •     tvt   •   *  i  ->  Cemetery  x-zhizzed  past, 

Is  it  normal  behavior  for  a  13-year-         %.  ,.    "   ' 

^t  -.  v  .,  j.  x.  t-u    j.     i  •  -u  j.  .  •>  an  emerald  blur 

o  Lc.  boy  to  strap  a  hubcap  to  his  but  •cocks      .,  ,   ...    ,         ,  , 

Q.. -.  „J-.^   „_  ,„.  i    .,  jA  -,-,.    t,Ti--i  spotted  with  red-  •eraniii  dots: 

ana  spin  arounc  on  the  floor  yelling,  ''Bol-  *  -,  .  ,    u~-«-j.«'- 

-i,,  T3„  4    •    j.  i-  -u  x-  f  in       t  •  j.  bloot.  splotches 
ly  Barton  is  not  diabetic!!"  or  an  I  just 

being  old-fashioned? 


Mother  of  a  Moron 
Bear  Mon, 

Get  with  it!  This  is  not  the  l^O's 
when  you  sang  "Hut,  sut  ralston  on  the 
ril-a-raw."  Get  yourself  a  hubcap  and 
be  hip! 

Bear  Lauren, 

Why  don't  *nen  in  drag  shave  their 
knuckles? 

Brag  Bivine 
Bear  B.  B. , 

Maybe  she/he  thinks  it  goes  well  with  stood  back  fron  the  swirling  £orr-  1  side 
the  nail-pol  j  sh .  He  a  apnrt  anil  san&_._a  the  glass  enclosure.  Walter  was  l,  thin, 
Bio  razor.  short  nan,  with  dark  hair  and  glasses 


plopped  on  my  moss-green  mind 
by  an  invisible  eyedropper — 
a  whispered  plea: 
:;Eemember  me.;T 

tHHHKHH  rib 

Trina  Cousineau 

WEATHER  CONTROL 

In  a  small  research  laboratory  in 

Washington,  B.  C,  Walter  Wittimore 


4i~J£-$f-$c->fS  w-H$- 


(nor.ti-nied) 


..  3i  >- 


■whose 'IX  was -'340. 

For  the  past  year,  Walter  had.  been 
doing  experioentl'!.  Using  chemicals  from 
his  lab,  and  a  temperature  control  booth, 
lie  had  just  nade  a  tornado.  He  watched 
the  tornado  swirl  around  inside  the  booth, 
hitting  and  "bouncing  off  the  walls.  He 
coated  the  glass  with  a  formula  he'  had 
invented,  making  the  glass  indestructible. 
Aa  he  watc  ed  the  tornado,  it  was  slowly 
growing  larger.  He  went  over  to  the  ta- 
ble and  got  a  tube  filled  with  chemicals 
he  had  prepared.  He  poured  them  in  a  slot 
oh  the  control  panel  and  turned  the  hot 
and  cold  dials  off.  Instantly,  the 
tornado  vanished. 

He  got  on  the  phone  and  called  an 
old  friend,  Simon  DeKriuf .  Simon  was  one 
of  the  scientists  working  on  weather  con- 


"Waltar  has  accomplished  one  of   the 
tilings  we've  been  working  on.  He  has 
created  a  tornado." 

All  the  scientists  looked  on  skep- 
tically as  Walter  mixed  his  chemicals. 
He  set  the  gauges  on  the  temperature 
boo  tli  and  pour  3d  his  chemicals.  To 
everyone's  (except  Walter  ;s  and  Simon's) 
amazement,  a  tornado  appeared. 

Over  lunch,  Walter  and  Simon  .  ugh- 
ed  about  the  look  of  surprise  on  the 
scientists'  faces. 

"You  know,  Walter,  you  could  join 
us  in  our  experiments.  I  discussed  it 
with  my  superiors." 

"No.  I  don't  enjoy  working  t  .th 
others  in  the  same  room,  and  at  s  •': 
times." 

"Why  don:t  you  think  about  it  for 


trol  for  the  government.  Every  country  had  awhile?  Were  made  quite  a  few 


the  deadly  nuclear  bombs.  Now  it  was  a 
race  to  see  who  would  be  forst  in  learning 
to  control  the  weather. 

"Simon,  I've  got  something  to  show 
you.  When  can  you  coi.ic  to  my  lab?" 

"Walter,  do  you  know  what  time  it 


is 


'No, 


I  haven't  looked  at  a  clock 
all  day.  I've  made  an  important  discov- 
ery. You  have  to  witness  it." 

"It  happens  to  be  l^OO  in  the  mor- 
ning. If  it's  that  important,  I'll  stop 
by  on  my  way  to  the  lab  tomorrow.  Good- 
night, Walter." 

'Goodnight,  Simon.'"        -  | 
Walter  was  so  hyped  up,  he  knew  he 
wouldn't  be  able  to  sleep.  He  decided  to 
have  something  to  eat  and  wait  for  Simon. 
Simon  came  over  at  8  o'clock.  He  was 
a  short  man  who  was  30  pounds  overweight, 
with  graying  hair. 

Walter  \/as  exulted  as  he  watched  the 
look  of  pur  shock  form  on  Simon's  face, 
when  he  saw  the  tornado  appear. 

"We  have  the  most  important  scient- 
ists in  our  country  working  ten  hours  a 
day,  trying  to  do  what  you  have  done  here. 
You  have  to  come  with  me  to  the  government 
lab,  and  uLow  us  how  you've  don  this." 

Walter  packed  up  the  items  he  would 
need  and  went  along  with  Simon. 


coveries  ourselves.1 ' 

"Where  do  you  test  your  experiments?" 
"Well,  I  can  t  tell  you  nothing 
until  you  join  us." 

"Well,  I'll  be  going  now.  I'll 
think  about  joining  you,  and  let  you 
know; " 

"I  hope  the  vote's  in  our  favor. 
Goodbye  for  now." 

Goodbye,  Simon." 
.  Walter  made  up  for  his  lack  of 
sleep.  He  dozed  off  that  afternoon  when 
he  got  home,  and  didn't  wake  up  til  the 
next  morning.  Ee  ^ras.  listening  to  the 
radio  while  he  had  his  coffee. 

The  radio  announcer  was  speaking 
of  strange,  occurring  weather  changes 
throughout  the  United  States.  It  was 
raining  heavily  in  Alabama,  after  clear 
sunny  skies  were  predicted  all  week. 
There  was  a  windstorm  in  New  York.  The 
announcer's  last  statement  was  it  was 
snawing  in  Arizona.  Walter  star  to-1 
thinking  Simon's  organization  wa^i 
it. 

Just  then  the  phone  rang. 

"hello." 

"Hi,  Walter,  it's  Simon." 

"I  was  just  thinking  about  ; 
Simon.  Did  your  organization  ha. 
tiling  to  do  with  these  weather  ch 


.  ehind 


any- 
ses 


After  Sinon  had  Walter  cleared  through  that  are  talcing  place?" 


higher  authority,  the  guards  let  ther 
through.   The  lab  was  impressive,  compared 
to  Walter's  .small  lab.   It  was  the  size 
of  a  large  warehouse,  and  had  high  tech- 
nology equipment. 

"Gentlemen,  this  is  Walter,  a  friend 
of  nine,"  Simon  said  to  the  large  group 
of  scientists.   "He  has  something  to  show 
you  that  you'd  be  interested  in  seeing." 

While  they  got  acquainted  with  Walter, 
Si;  ion  stood  back  with  a  smile  of  anticipa- 
tion. 

'Ok,  why  don't  you  all  observe  while 
Walter  demonstrates  his  discovery. " 

"What  has  he  flinr-ovfirwIT"  naked,  one 
of  tli*  pr.innt.1ntn. 


"Of  course  not,  Walter.  Wlic.  ever 
put  such  an  idea  in  your  head?" 

"It's  the  strange  way  the  weather 
is  making  complete  turnabouts.  It  isn't 
natural. " 

"I  agree,  it's  strange,  but  we  had 
nothing  to  do  with  it.  Now  for  the 
reason  I  called.  Did  you  change  your 
mind  about  joining  us?" 

"No,  I  don't  believe  I  will.  ' 

"It's  our  misfortune.  We  are  pre- 
pared to  pay  you  for  your  discovery.  Of 
course,  your  silence  goes  along  with 
that. 

"Yes,  tliat  sounds  fine  to  me." 
"I'll  arrange  it  then.  Goodbye 
fnr  now." 


(continved) 
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Wftather  Control,  continued 


"Goodbye.11 

Walter  worked  in  his  lab  all  day. 
That  evening  an  associate,  Pan  Newbury, 
and  Walter  went  out  for  dinner.  Pan  was 
pretty  in  a  sort  of  plain  way.  She  had 
pale  brown  hair  and  brown  eyes  that  were 
too  big  for  her  face.  She  was  too  short, 
and.  could  use  20  pounds. 

Salter,  do  you  get  up  at  £:00  a.m.  to 
watch  the  space  shuttles  take  off?" 

"No,. I'n  afraid  I'n  not  an  early  ri- 
ser. Do  you  get  up  that  early?" 

"Not  usually,  but  those  space  shut- 
tles fascinate  ne.  One  took  off  two  days 
ago..  .  The  strange  thing  is,  another  will 
be  taking  off  tomorrow." 

"So  that's  how  they  do  it!" 

"Do  what,  Walter?  What  are  you  talk- 
ing about?" 

"Just  thinking  out  loud.  It's  noth- 
ing. If  you're  through  eating,  I  think  we 
should  be  going." 

"What's  the  hurry?" 

"I  just  remembered  there  is  something 
I  was  supposed  to  do  tonight."  - 

"Okay.  We  can  be  going  now." 

After  Walter  dropped  Pan  off,  he 
rushed  to  Simon's.  Simon  jumped  up  from 
behind  Ms  desk  as  Walter  burst  into  the 
room. 

"The  organization  is  behind  these 
changes  in  the  weather,  Simon.  They're 
using  space  shuttles  to  drop  the  chemicals 
in  the  atmosphere,  which  in  turn  causes 
a  reaction  among  clouds,  and  changes  in 
the  air." 

"Walter,  you've  been  working  too  hard. 
Now,  sit  down,  and  rest.  -  I'll  get  you  a 
drink.11 

"I  don't  want  a  drink.  You  have  to 
stop  them.  If  they're  planning  on  exper- 
imenting with  that  tornado  tomorrow,  it 
could  be  disastrous.  You  don't  know  what 
it's  capable  of  doing.  I'll  go  to  the 
nG}W3papQ.j?s  and  toll  them  the  whole  story." 

Simon  walked  over  to  the  phone  on  his 
desk  and  picked  it  up. 

"Hello,   this  is  Simon  DeKruif;  yes, 
let  me  speak  to  him."  (Pause)  "Yes,  Mr. 


President,  Walter  Wittimore  has  boon  un- 
der a  great  deal  of  stress.  He's  imagi- 
ning the  government  is  experimenting  wi  fch 
the  weather.  He  should  be.placea  i:_  a 
mental  institution  immediately."  (--"case) 
"I'll  expect  them  within  an  hour. 

Walter  jumped  up  and  ran  to  the 
door.  As  his  hand  touched  the  kr  ,b,  a 
bullet  whizzed  by  his  head,  spli.r,.  ring 
the  wood  on  the  door. 

"Tho  next  one  will  not  miss.  Come 
sit  down  and  make  yourself  conformable." 

Walter  walked  over  and  sat  in  th , 
chair. 

"You  won't  get  away  with  this. 
There  isn't  anyone  who  will  believe  I'm 
mentally  insane." 

Sinon  gave  hin  an  injection,  which 
put  hin"  to  sleep. 

When  Walter  woke,  he  looked  around 
the  snail, empty,  white  roon.  He  tried 
to  get  up,  but  couldn't  move.  He  was 
strapped  to  the  bed.   Just  then,  a  nurse 
cane  through  the  door. 

"Well,  I'n  glad  to  see  you've  deci- 
ded to  join  us  again,  Prank.  I  have  some 
dinner  for  you." 

"My  nane  is  Walter,  and  I  don't  bo- 
long  here.  I'n  a  scientist.  I  invented 
a  tornado,  and  if  you  don't  help  mo  get 
out  of  here,  I  won't  be  able  to  stop 
then."  " 

"Take  it  easy,  Frank,  you're  safe 
here.  We'll  take  care  of  you." 

"I  told  you,  my  name  is  not  Frank, 
it's  Walter,  The  government  is  conduct- 
ing experiments  with  the  weather.   I 
have  to  stop  them." 

"If  you  don't  calm  down,  I'll  have 
to  give  you  a  sedative." 

"You  don't  understand.  They're 
going  to  unleash  my  tornado  on  this 
country. " 

"Okay,  Frank,  I'll  have  to  give  you 
a  sedative." 

Before  Walter  fell  asleep,  he  heard 
the  radio  from  the  nurses'  station  in 
tho  hall.  The  radio  announcer  was  toll- 
ing how  a  tornado  wiped  out  the  entire 
state  of  California. 


Judy  Belfield 
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Shelbia  Chandler 
COLD  WEATHER  BLUES 


JUST  BUZZIN 

I  write  enticing  lines 

and  think 

I  am  only  an  insect 

flitting  in  the  fields 

on  a  sunny  afternoon — 

a  honeybee 

trying   to  make  a  tiny  mark 

on  your  heart, 
I  wonder 

if  you  would  die  this  way 
for  me. 

-xxxxxxxx 
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Oh,  how  I  long  for  the  summer  sun 
To  bake  and  broil  til  I'n  overdone. 
It's  funny  that  only  last  sunnier  I 
Wished  for  winter  til  I  thought  I'd  die. 
Now  I'n  tired  of  the  coldj  shaki  >g  in  my 

boots 
I'm  ready  for  a  change, 
Give  ne  warmth  and  s winning  suits. 
.  Oh,  what  I'd  give  for  a  summer  breeze 
Floxtfers  in : y  garden  and  birds  in  my 

trees 
Water  balloons  in  Highland  Park 
Flies  in  the  daytime,  mosquitoec  after 

dark. 
Don't  think  I've  forjc  tten  those  sane 

bugs  I  hated 
-12-But  last  summer's  dreams  have  all  uoen 

outdated 
Now  all  I  long  for  is  hot  summer  sun 
To  tan  or  to  burn  end  to  have  lots  of  f- 


Valorie  Hamlin 


'Judy  Belfiold 

SUMMER  AND  SILVER 

Silver  bikini 

gleaning  on  the  beach, 

a  star  in  the  sands. 

Water,  headache-bright  with  sun, 

inches  up  slowly, 

a. hesitant  acini rar 

longing  to  kiss  toes, 

wash  over  lean  bronze  legs 

quivering  with  pulse. 

Sunner  is  the  clash  of  cynbals, 

a  uedley  of  netals: 

silver,  gold,  copper,  bronze,  brass, 

linked  together  by  heat 

into  a  fine  chain. 

¥e  are  a  swinsuit 

in  snail  pieces — 

sleeping  softly  on  Mother's  breast 

warming  up  to  life  again 

in  the  trickles  of  perspiration 

that  danpen  our  edges. 

We  are  forged  in  a  bronze  kettle 

end  spilled  onto  brass  sand, 

while  the  copper  sky,  punched  with  gold, 

kisses  our  eyes  awake. 

And  for  a  short  tine, 

we  are  silver 

gleaning  on  the  beach. 

■XXXX-X-X--X-X- 


Kin  Baxa 


SUMMER'S  END 

The  suuner  is  over,  it's  tine  has  past 

I  only  wish  that  warn  days  could  last 

Suuner  dreans  just  seen  to  fade  away 

As  does  the  sun  at  the  end  of  the  day 

The  Doming  sun  shall  no  longer  shine 

Nor  the  birds'  song  dance  upon  this  heart  of  nine 

Winter's  cold  hand  reaches  far  into  the  night 

With  the  gray  clouds  to  enjoy  the  fright 

Icy  touch  of  sleet,  hail  and  snow 

I  watch  and  wait  for  the  cold  days  to  go 

Upon  their  clenise  the  sun  shall  shine  again 

As  the  cycle  repeats  beginning  to  end. 


MAUVE 

Mauve  may  be  just  a  color 
but  it's  nore  than  that  to  ne. 

Mauve  is  the  color  ny  sister  wore 
when  she  called  ne  fron  the  oak  L..  vo. 

When  I  ran  to  her  with  outstretch:;!  ams 
and  cried,  "My  dress  is  tore!" 

I  looked  up  to  her, 

gave  her  a  hug, 

and  wrinkled  the  uauve  skirt  she  wore. 

Mauve  is  the  color 
that  splashed  r_iy  soul 
whenever  she  was  around. 

It  nade  ne  happy  when 

I  was  sad, 
when  I  was  hyper 
it  cooled  ne  down. 

My  sister  has  gone  away 
to  sone  far  place. 
And  of  her  existence 
she  has  left  no  trace. 

But  when  the  nauve  color 
finds  ny  eye 
I  bow  ny  head 
and  start  to  cry. 

Yes,  nauve  nay  be  just  a  color 
but  it's  nore  than  that  to  ne. 

Mauve  is  the  color  ny  sister 
wore  when  she  called  ne 
fron  the  oak  tree. 


■x  x  x  X  X-X-X-ft 


Judy  Belfield 


TURNABOUT 
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Donna  Shibovich 


JeaLousy 


Enter  nind 

3pin  about 

hide!  on 

but  powerfully 

redoing 

rosi./ing 

rewriting  .  .  . 

breaking 

renaking — 

ending  with 

the  echo  feeling 

lousy,  Lousy  .  . 


My  passion  stolen, 

given  to  a  poet 

already  rich  of  heart 

who  gushes  eloquence 

as  faithfully 

as  the  Mississippi  runs  its  course 

to  the  Gulf. 

Old  Man 

carries  ue  aloiig 

to  the  Delta 

where  I  sink  in  silt 

to  ny  throat — 

choked  by  ny  own  yesterday  fervor: 

It  is  justice 

of  a  sort 

I  would  not  say 

if  I  could. 

x  x  x  x  x-x-x-x- 
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Judy  Belfield 


TWO  GRAMPA  POEMS 


GOING  HOME 


A  LONG  TRIP 


Grar.pa  say 3 

Ms  stiitcase  is  packed, 

he's  ready  to  go  now, 

ready  to  30  hone 

everyday  around  two. 

He  spends  his  mornings 

getting  ready, 

packing  shirts,  socks,  slacks, 

unpacking, 

packing  again — 

everything  has  to  be  just  so 

before  he  snaps  the  locks  shut 

and  cones  upstairs 

and  says  it's  tine  to  go 

again. 

Suitcase  nearby 

he  sits  by  the  door 

waiting 

watching  everyone  pass 

fron  livingroontokitchen 

t obathro ontob edro on 

and  back. 

Ho  waits  and  watches, 

ears  closed  over  by  tine, 

nind  in  yesterday, 

eyes  heavy. 

He  naps  for  an  hour  or  so 

then  walces  and  takes  his  suitcase 

back  downstairs. 

Later,  as  he  slips  into  bed 

weary  fron  the  long  day 

he  reminds  himself: 

need  to  get  up  early 

need  plenty  of  tine 

bo  pack  the  suitcase — 

going  hone  tonorrow. 

XXXXXXKX 

Yolanda  Wolz 


GOODNIGHT  LITTLE  BROTHER 
(A  Menorial) 

The  last  tine  I  sai*  you, 
you  were  wearing  your  best 
suit  and  had  a  rosary  in 
your  hands.  Your  hair  was 
conbed  neatly  and  you  look- 
ed so  handsome.  I  brought 
you  roses  and  ny  favorite 
cross  with  its  purple  beads. 
You  had  an  Anerican  flag 
and  a  Crazy  Rock  T-shirt 
folded  neatly  at  your  side 
and  a  bud  tucked  into  your 
jacket  because  these  were 
the  things  you  loved.  Your 
eyes  were  closed  and  you 
were  surrounded  by  flowers 
and  all  your  friends.  You 
looked  so  peaceful  lying 
there.  I  kissed  you  good- 
night and  hoped  you  were 
happy.  When  I  left  I  knew 
I'd  never  see  you  .again. 


Grampa  packed  his  suitcase 

and  put  it  in  the  car — 

it  was  going  to  be  a  long  trip. 

The  doctor 

said  Granpa  was  in  great  condition, 

Ms  body  was  fine 

for  an  eighty-five-year-old  nan 

but  his  mind  wandered 

through  all  Ms  yesterdays, 

couldn't  catch  up  to  today. 

Later,  Granpa  said, 

"That  doctor 

was  damned-near  as  old  as  me — 

the  army  will  take  anybody  these  days; 

well,  I  guess  with  a  war  on  and  all 

ya  gotta  expect  it." 

On  the  way  hone, 

Granpa  wondered  how  he'd  look 

in  a  doughboy  uniform — 

right-smart,  by  God. 

"loretta,  you  take  good  care  -. 

of  my  banjo  now. 

I  might  not  be  back 

for  quite  a  wMle  ... 

yessir,  quite  a  while  .  .  . 

■x-x-xxx-x-x-* 

Yolanda  Wola 


THE  WATER'S  EDGE 

Sitting  by  the  river  late  at  night 

is  easy  for  me  to  do 

because  it's  right  by  my  house. 

It ' s  only  a  short  walk 

on  the  cool  cement  sidewalk 

to  get  to  the  park, 

the  Bicentennial  Park,  I  mean. 

I  usually  go  there  at  iiight 

because  of  the  conforting  silence. 

Through  the  silence  you  can  hear  the 

waves 
splashing  and  hi  tiling  the  edges, 
a  hypnotic  sound  that  draws  you 
closer  and  closer  until 
you  can  see  your  reflection 
looking  back  fron  the  water. 
Standing  there  staring  into  the  wetness 
I  often  wonder  if  it's  as  cool 
and  comforting  as  it  looks 
or  if  anyone  Wjuld  care 
if  I  joined  ny  reflection 
floating  in  thw  water 
calm  and  cool  and  peaceful 
waves  caressing  my  body. 
As  I  stand  there  staring 
the  silence  is  interrupted 
by  violence  threatening  in  the  guise 
of  a  sound  nade  by  a  door  closing, 
the  mumur  of  a  voice, 
and  then  a  footstep. 
My  body  tenses'  and  I  start  to  run, 
feet  pounding  the  pavement, 
footsteps  echoing  in  the  night. 
As  I  get  home  and  rush  through  the  door 
I  feel  an  incredible  pain 
fron  being  driven  away 


(continued) 


The  Water's  Edg«, 


continued 


from  the  water's  edge,  but 
tomorrow  night  I'll  go  again 
seeking  the  softness  of  the  water 
and  tomorrow  night  I'll 
step  a  little  closer 
and  na3r"be. 


Judy  Belfield 

DREAMWALKER 

I  live  in  a  dream  of  yesterday, 

a  pathetic  Miss  Haversham 

decaying  in  correct  proportion 

to  crumbling  cake 

and  graying  lace 

except 

it  wasn't  ray  wedding. 

The  price  of  rejection 

cannot  be  calculated — 

it  is  like  the  Mona  Lisa  in  reverse 

and  I  depreciate  daily, 

trailing  a  tattered  gown 

through  dusty  rooms, 

trying  to  remove  tears tains 

from  a  photo  of  the  stranger 

I  wanted  to  call  "Daddy". 

Judy  Lake 

JOEY'S  BURIED  TREASURE 
(A  Children's  Story) 

Joey  is  a  little  boy  who  especially 
likes  it  when  his  mother  reads  a  story- 
to  him  out  of  his  favorite  storybook.   One 
night,  before  bedtime,  Joey's  mommy  was 
reading  a  story  all  about  buried  treasure 
and  pirates.  Joey  liked  the  story  so  well 
that  he  even  had  a  dream  about  hunting  for 
buried  pirate's  treasure. 

The  very  next  morning,  after  Joey  had 
gotten  dressed  and  finished  Ms  breakfast, 
he  told  him  aom  that  he  was  going  to  go 
outside  and  hunt  for  buried  treasure.  She 
suggested  that  he  dig  far  back  in  the  back- 
yard by  the  fence  so  that  he  wouldn't  dis- 
turb the  garden. 

So,  Joey  took  his  two  shovels  and  a 
bucket  and  headed  toward  the  backyard 
fence.  He  found  a  place  that  he  thought 
looked  just  right  for  finding  buried  trea- 
sure, so  he  sat  down  and  started  to  dig  and 

d  i  !? . 

After  a  little   while,  Joey's  friend, 
Amy,  came  over.   "Hi,  Joey!  Whatcha  do in?" 

"I'm  digging  for  buried  pirate's 
treasure,"  said  Joey.   "Want  to  help?" 

"Sure!"  said  Amy,  and  she  cat  down 
next  to  Joey  and  they  both  started  digging. 
After  a  few  miilitos,  Amy  hit  something  with 
her  shovel. 

"Hey,  Joey!"  she  shouted.   "I  think 
I've  found  the  buried  treasure !" 


"Here,  let  me  help,"  said  Joey,  and 
he  .   and  Amy  dug  until  they  uncovered 
a  rock  about  the  size  of  a  walnut. 

"It's  just  some  dumb  old  roc,.,"  ci-ll 
Amy  as  she  got  up  to  leave.   "I'm  Tired 
of  looking  for  buried  treasure,  Joey. 
I'm  going  toride  my  bike  now.  See  you 
later!" 

"Eye!"  said  Joey  as  he  cat  1   :ng 
at  the  rock  Amy  had  found.  Joey  .   ;d 
away  some  of  the  dirt  from  the  re.:  on 
Ms  pant-leg,  and  held  the  rock  in  the 
sunlight.  In  the  sun's  reflection,-  the 
rock  seemed  to  have  several  different 
colors,  and  Joey  thought  it  looked  almost 
like  a  rainbow.  He  also  thought  it  had 
to  be  the  most'  beautiful  rock  that  he  had 
ever  seen.  He  put  the  rock  in  his  pocket 
and  started  digging  again. 

Soon,  Joey's  friend,  Danny,  came 
by. 

"What's  up,  Joey?"  asked  Danny. 

"I'm  looking  for  buried  pirate's 
treasxire,"  said  Joey. 

"Great!"  shouted  Danny.   "Can  I 
help?" 

"Sure,  here's  a  shovel,"  said  Joey, 
and  they  both  started  digging.  Pretty 
soon,  Danny  noticed  something  kind  of 
shiny  in  Ms  shovelful  of  dirt. 

"Hey,  Joey,  look  at  this!   I've 
found  the  buried  treasure ! " 

Joey  and  Danny  looked  clcc  or  at  the 
shiny  object.   They  saw  that  it  was 
a  very  old  brass  button  that  had  been 
lost  for  a  very  long  time.  If  it  was 
cleaned  and  polished,  it  would  b:  rery 
beautiful  and  shiny. 

"OH,  this  is  nothing*"  said  Danny 
as  he  got   ready  to  throw  the  bu  ;ton  higl 
up  into  the  air. 

"Wait!"  shouted  Joey.   "Don't  throw 
it  away." 

"Here,  you  can  have  this  silly  ol ' 
button,"  said  Danny  as  he  headed  for 
home.   "See  you  later,  Joey.  I'm  tired 
of  looking  for  buried  treasure." 

"Goodbye,"  answered  Jcoj   as  he  sat 
looking  at  the  button.  He  thought  it  v  ~s 
probably  the  neatest  button  that  ho  had 
ever  seen.   So,  Joey  put  the  button  in 
his  pocket  along  with  the  rock  and  start- 
ed digging  again. 

Shortly,  Joey's  next-door  neighbor, 
Carla  and  Carrie  came  over, 

"Let's  play  on  the  swing  set,  Joey," 
they  called. 

"Hope,"  answered  Joey.   "I'm  digging 
for  buried  pirate  '*  treasure." 

"Wow!"  shouted  Carla  and  Car:  io. 
"Can  we  help  too?"  asked  Carla. 

"Sure,"  said  Joey,  and  before  too 
long,  they  were  all  digging  in  the  dirt. 
Joey  and  Carla  were  using  Joey's  1  :o  sho- 
vels, and  Carrie  was  lifting  the  >  "t   out 
of  the  hole  with  her  hands. 

All  of  a  sudden,  Carla  uncai  „„.ed  an' 
old  rusty  key. 

"You've  found  sonothi.ng! "  s.  •' 
(•arri  e. 

(oontinaod) 
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Joev's  Boric 3,  Troasruro,  continued 

"Tnia  is  no  pirate's  trcx^curo,  though, 
said  Carla.   "This  is  just  an  old  rusty 
key  that  doesn't  belong  to  anything  or  any- 
body. " 

Carla  put  the  key  back  in  the  hole 
and  started  to  bury  it  again. 

"I'd  like  to  see  that  key  again," 
said  Joey,  So,  Carla  uncovered  the  key 
once  nore. 

"You  can  have  this  ugly  old  k@y, 
Joey.  I'd  rather  be  swinging  than  digging 
for  treasure.  Cone  on,  Carrie!" 

"So  long! "  said  Joey  as  he  watbhed 
Carla  and -Carrie  head  for  their  backyard. 
Joey  picked  up  the  key  and  looked  at  it. 
He  started  to  imagine  what  kind  of  lock 
tha  key  used  to  fit.  "Maybe  this  key  was 
for  someone's  house  or  car,  or  naybo  even 
a  motorcycle,"  thought  Joey. 

Joey  decided  that  he  was  finished  with 
Ms  digging  for  today.   "And  besides," 
through  Joey,  "I  didn't  find  anything.  It 
wis  Any  who  found  the  beautiful  rainbow 
rock  and  Danny  found  the  neato  button,  and 
now  Carla  and  Carrie  found  this  rusty  old 
key." 

Joey  took  the  rock  and  the  button  out 
of  his  pocket  and  looked  at  all  three  of 
the  other  children's  discoveries.  Ee  held 
the  rock  up  to  the  sunlight  again  so  that 
all  the  beautiful  colors  sparkled  in  the 
sun's  rays.  lie  looked,  at  the  old  shiny 


"  button  and  thought  how  neat  it  would 
look  on  one  of  his  very  own  shirts.  And 
then,  he  picked  up  the  key  and  thou,  jht 
again  about  what  it  night  have  bed.;  ged 
to.  Joey  knew  he  would  have  lots  of  fun 
trying  to  imagine  where  the  key  ui:  ht 
fit. 

Joey  decided  to  go  indoors  c:;1  show 
his  mother  what  the  other  children  — -d 
found. 

"Hi,  buddy,"  said  Joey's  mom.   "How's 
your  treasure  hunt  coning  along?"  she 
asked. 

"Not  so  well,"  replied  Joey.  "I 
didn't  find  anything  at  all.  But  Amy 
found  this  terrific  rock,  and  Danny  found 
a  real  cool  button,  and  Carla  and  Carrie 
discovered  this  rusty  key." 

Joey  displayed  nis  treasure  collec- 
tion to  his  mother.  "They  all  thought 
this  stuff  was  just  a  bunch  of  junk,  no 
they  let  me  keep  it,"  Joey  told  Li...  con. 
"But,  Mon,  I  think  these  are  sono  of  the 
neatest  tilings  I've   ever  had!" 

"It  sounds  to  ne,"  said  Joey's  moth- 
er, "that  instead  of  finding  buric  I  pi- 
rate's treasure,  that  you've  found  Joey's 
buried  treasure!" 

"You  know,  Mom,  you  coild  be  right!" 
said  Joey  as  he  ran  outside  to  play. 


-jbi-sbbrbj-* 


Kim  Baxa 


BILLY  THE  KID 


The  sign  said  "Dry  Gulch  Saloon."  It  was 
faded  and  cracked,  but  still  readable.  The 
'The  email  building  that  the  sign  boasted  of 
was  the  only  saloon  in  the  small  town  of 
Xry  Gulch,  and  it  was  always  full.  There 
were  men  drinking  whiskey  or  red  eye,  and 
playing  cards,  and  a  few  of  the  "loose" 
women  sat  around  the  bar.  There  was  even 
a  piano  in  one  corner  and  a  man  who  played 
it  for  tips.  There  was  constantly  noise 
coming  fron  the  saloon  that  could  be  heard 
far  down  the   town's  one  dusty  road. 

One  day,  the  roon  suddenly  became 
deadly  quiet,  as  two  men  walked  through  the 
saloon's  swinging  doors.  Every  head  turned 
tov.ar-cls  then,  and  all  eyoc    were  on  Billy 
the  Kid  and  his  partner,  Bart.  Billy  the 
Kid  was  one  of  the  meanest,  most  ruthless 
outlaws  around.  He  had  robbed  almost  every 
bank  fron  the  Mississippi  River  to  the 
Pacific  Ocean,  and  he  had  killed  nany  men, 
women,  and  children  in  the  process.  One 
story  told  of  a  time  when,  during  a  robbery, 
he  put  throe  bullets  in  a  nan  just  for 
sneezing.  How,  he  was  in  their  town,  and 
right  across  the  street  from  the  bank. 

At  first,  he  just  stood  there  in  his 
black  five-gallon  hat,  faded  blue- jeans 
with  a  hole  in  one  knee,  and  Ms  tan  boots 
with  scuff  marks  across  the  toes.  He  wore 
a  red  bandana  tied. jarcaindjhis  .neck, ...and 


two  revolvers  hung  loosely  around  his 
hips.  His  hair  was  black  as  coal,  and  he 
had  been  darkened  by  long  hours  in  the 
sun.  His  partner,  Bart,  was  dressed  simi- 
larly, except  that  he  carried  only  one 
revolver,  He  had  brox^i  hair,  and  £ky-blue 
eyes,  and  skin  that  was  just  as  brown  as 
Billy's. 

The  only  sound  in  the  saloon  ',  r>.s  the 
clonp,  clonp,  clonp  of  Billy's  and  jrt's 
boots  as  they  crossed  the  wooden  fl  ,....'  to 
the  bar.  It  was  so  quiet  that  the  piano 
player  could  hear  one  fly  say  to  another, 
"I  think  we  should  leave." 

Billy  broke  the  silence  with  r  loud 
voice. 

"I'll  have  a  red  eye." 

The  bar  tender  quickly  poured  his 
drink  so  as  not  to  upset  Billy.  Then, 
Billy  looked  towards  the  piano  player, 
who  had  long-since  stopped  playing,  aiid 
said,  "What?  You  forget  how  to  play  that 
thing?" 

The  piano  player  pronptly  picked  up 
where  he  had  left  off,  and  slowly,  tha 
conversations  that  had  halted  so  e  iC.  '  mly 
began  to  pick  up  again.  A  few  quick 
glances  were  flashed  in  the  direction  of 
the  two  nen,  and  there  were  wMspers  con- 
cerning then.  Soon,  Billy  was  find.1  rl 
with  his.  drink  and  slanned  the  Rl&b  -   down 
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(  continued) 


Billy  the  Kid,  continued 


on  the  "bar,  Once  again  causing  eyes  to 
turn  "briefly  towards  hid.  Then,   he  flipped 
a  coin  on  the  bar,  tapped  Bart  on  the  upper 
cm  and  began  to  walk  out  of  -the  saloon. 
Bart  followed  as  silently  as  a  shadow. 

They  walked  out  onto  the  street,  un- 
tied their  horses  from  the  wooden  posts, 
and  began  to  ride  out  of  town.  Unknown  to 
Billy  and  Bart,  a  nan  followed  then  out8 
side  the  saloon,  jumped  on  a  horse,  and 
followed  then  down  the  road.  As  they  ■ 
rode  on  the  dusty  road,  snail  clouds 
sprang  up  around  the  horses*  feet,  then 
settled  as  still  as  death,  and  the  sun 
beat  down,  drying  the  town.  They  rode 
along  in  silence  until  they  cane  to  a 
run-down  cabin. 

"Here  we  are,  hone  for  a  few  days," 
said  Billy,  and  they  hopped  off  their 
horses,  tied  then  up,  and  went  inside. 
As  they  did,  the  nan  following  then  went 
to  listen  by  an  open  window. 

"Why  did  you  pick  a  dunpy  little  town 
like  Dry  Gulch,  Billy?51 

"Because  ve   have  a  job  to  do  here." 

"What  kind  of  job?" 

"What  kind  of  job?  What?  Are  you 
stupid?  Dry  Gulch  nay  be  a  snail  town, 
but  it  has  a  big  bank  which  we  are  going 
to  rob." 

"Again,  Billy,  I  think  we  should  stay 
out  of  sight  for  awhile." 

"Hey,  you  tumin1  chicken  on  ne?  We 
•ire  doin'  this  job  tomorrow,  don't  worry, 
I'n  not  going  to  get  caught,  ever!  Got 
it?" 

"Yeah,  I  got  it." 

The  nan  outside  the  window  decided 
that  he  had  heard  enough  and  got  up  to 
riede  back  to  town.  Unfortunately  for 
Billy  and  Bart,  that  nan  was  the  town's 

deputy  who  was,  by  now,  well  on  his  way 
to  the  sheriff's  office.  As  he  burst  in 
the  door  of  the  snail  building  that  served 
as  jail  for  Dry  Gulch,  the  sheriff  looked 
up  fron  his  reading  with  a  disgusted  look 
on  his  face. 

"What  is  your  problen  now?  Bid  ano- 
ther cow  get  loose  fron  Smith's  broken 
fence?"  He  seend  to  think  that  nothing 
could  ever  happen  in  their  little  town. 
He  was  wearing  brown  corduroys  and  a 
plaid  shirt,  and  his  feet  were  resting  on 
hie  desk.   He  didn't  care  if  they 
scratched  the  desk  or  not.  His  white  hat 
was  pushed  back  on  his  forehead,  and  a 
little  star  hung  loosely  fron  his  shirt. 

"No!  You  are  never  going  to  believe 
this.  You  are  going  to  think  I'n  crazy. 
I   can't  believe  this  nyself.  Yov.  are 
never   going  to  believe  this  ..." 

"'/ill  you  just  stop  ba'bb  ling  and  tell 
ne!" 

"Billy  the  Kid  is  in  town." 

"I  don't  believe  it.  In  our  little 
bown?  Are  you  sure?" 

"Yeah,  I  saw  hin  with  ny  own  two 
eyeB,   He'o  out  at.  Warron  .Ta.r.knon1  n  old 


cabin  right  now.  He  and  his  partner  plan 
on  robbing  the  bank." 

"Uot  as  long  as  I'n  sheriff!  Let'o 
go."  The  sheriff  got  up  to  get  hd.3 
horse.  When  he  reached  the  door,  ._e 
turned  back  to  his  deputy.   "Cone  on, 
I  don't  have  all  day." 

They  junped  on  their  horses  and  rode 
out  of  town  as  fast  as  they  could.  They 
stopped  their  horses  about  twenty  foot 
fron  the  cabin  and  the  sheriff  sh  .tod 
towards  the  door. 

"All  right,  Billy,  I  know  you're  in 
there.  I'n  the  sheriff  of  this  here  town 
and  you  are  under  arrest.  Now,  c:»ne  out 
nice  and  peaceful-like." 

For  a  few  ninutes,  only  silence  cane 
fron  the  cabin,  then  the  door  opened  and 
Bart  cane  out  with  his  hands  up. 

"Don't  shoot,  I  have  a  message. 
Billy  says  you'll  never  take  hin  olive, 
and  if  you  try,  he'll  shoot  you  before 
you  even  get  to  the  cabin  door.  I e  says 
he'll  neet  you  tomorrow  at  the  0,  Z. 
Corral  at  high  noon." 

"Is  that  so?"  said  the  sheriff. 
"Well,  you  tell  Mm  I'll  be  thero,  c^C 
I'll  get  him,  alive  or  dead." 

It  was  almost  noon,  and  the  whole 
town  seemed  to  be  watching  the  0.  K. 
Corral  from  windows  of  nearby  buildings. 
The  day  was  dry,  and  the  sun  beat  down. 
One  could  almost  see  the  rays  of  heat. 
The  sheriff  had  both  his  guns  hanging 
from  his  holster,  and  was  just  waiting 
for  Billy  to  show  up.  Soon  enough,  Billy 
and  Bart  cane  riding  up  on  their  hordes, 
and  Billy  jumped  down.  He  also  L  d  two 
guns  with  hin. 

The  two  went  to  the  center  of  the 
corral . 

.,  "OK,"  said  the  sheriff.   "Ten  paces, 
turn  around  and  shoot."  They  tl:  :  turn- 
ed- back  to  back  and  began  walking. 

"One  .  .  .  two  .  .  .  three.  .  . 
four  .  .  .  five  .  .  .  six  .  .  .  coven  . 
.  .  eight  .  .  .  nine  .  .  .  ton." 

They  spun,  and  two  shots  rag.  Both 
of  the  sheriff's  guns  were  sacking.  He 
had  shot  first.  Billy  was  jolted.  He 
stumbled  and  then  sank  to  the  dust.  He 
just  lay  looking  towards  the  sky. 

There  was  a  silence  so  coirpletc 
that  it  almost  suffocated  those  around. 
As  the  dust  re-settled,  one  voice 
could  be  heard  loud  and  clear. 

"Billy,  come  wash  your  hands  for 
dinner." 

Billy,  the  kid,  jumped  up  froo  the 
ground,  and  waved  good-bye  to  his 
friends.  Tomorrow,  he  was  going  to  bo 
a  pirate. 


W  u  y  v  y  y  w  w 
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William  Bcwden 


HE  BALLAD  OF  CUSS 

Cusc  once  was  the  Great  Goblin  King, 

Said  to  have  power  stored  in  a  ring. 

Over  swamplands  and  plains  lands  Ms  dominions  they  spread; 

His  very  name  filled  all  creatures  with  dread. 

To  build  his  great  tomb  in  the  nidst  on  the  marsh, 
Many  nen  died  in  slavery  nost  harsh 
Zis  minions  took  all  our  best  for  his  altar; 
Not  for  a  day  did  his  bloody  thirst  falter. 

Then  there  rose  a  great  Count  of  Care 

The  greatest  of  heroes  of  yester-year; 

He  slew  Cuss  in  the  battle  of  Maloan 

The  Humanoids  carried  their  slaughtered  king  home. 

And  now  he  awaits  in  the  cold  sleep  of  death 
£is  day  of  awakening,  his  first  newborn  breath. 
[Through  deep  in  the  ground  his  followers  closed  him 
He'll  come  back  for  vengeance  on  those  who  opposed  him. 
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Judy  Belfield 


Ban  Bruszkowski 

©BVERSE  REVERSE 

The  heartbeats  of  two  worlds 

Pul  sing  rhythmically, 

Two  stories  come  to  different  ends 

Simultaneously , 

A  judge  sits  in  his  chamber 

Watching  patiently 

The  jury  shares  its  verdict 

"Guilty  by  insanity!" 

A  plea  from  'cross  the  ocean 

shouted  fervently, 

"Our  hands  reach  for  freedom!" 

They  grin  sardonically, 

The  mind  hao  broke  the  spirit 

Lost  integrity, 

Passion  bruisxl  the  honest  man 

With  depravity, 

Two  worlds  singing  different  songs 

Both  harmonically, 

Two  stories  start  at  the  same  place 

So  ironically. 

XXX XX XXX 


ANOTHER  KIND  OF  PATRIOTISM 

I  wave  no  flag, 

for  I  have  a  sense  of  self 

that  needs  no  display, 

no  sign  that  says, 

"This  is  what  I  am," 

for  I  am  everyone 

everywhere , 

and  everyone  is  me. 

I  wave  no  flag 

that  separates  me  from  them 

whoever  they  are 

whatever  they  believe, 

for  I  have  a  sense  of  place 

that  extends  to  the  stars, 

as  far  into  space 

as  my  eye  can  see, 

as  far  into  infinity 

as  a  mind  can  imagine. 
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